CHAPTER XII
I STOOD on the wet platform of St Pancras Station, a
great bunch of sweet-peas clasped in my hands, and
watched till the tail of the train vanished down the
misty line.
Richard had left me to seek his fortune, It was
just eighteen months since we had married. The pro-
fits of the tea-peddling had never come up to his hopes.
And meantime the price of rubber, whose slump had
lost him his job in Malaya, had recovered with the in-
troduction of the restriction scheme.
He had no post, nor even the offer of one. But
we could scarcely be worse off than we were at the
moment, So he had talked things over with his friends
from the Far East and resolved to go out and seek a job
on the spot.
The enterprise wasn't as foolhardy, for a married
man, as it seemed. Richard spoke fluent Malay and
Tamil, which few Englishmen in Malaya do. He had
many friends in the country. He knew the rubber
industry. He was man who, if business really picked
up, would be useful in many capacities. The money
for his voyage out and for my support he had raised by
securing an advance on his mother's will. He was to